TE PALINURE PET ENS

fellow-men. Being myself contaminated by oriental
philosophy, I cannot take people seriously (Sabba
dukkhal 'In those countries human life is but a weed.*)
They all seem replaceable except for the few who carry
away sections of ourselves which cannot be replaced.
Once we believe that the ego is like a cell which by
over-assertion of itself causes cancer, the cancer of
developing at the expense of society or at the expense
of the self's natural harmony with the order of things,
a harmony which it drowns by its own din, then we can
only dislike the pushing, confident extroverts who, with
their petty ambitions, form the backbone of fiction.
If we have no appetite for the idiosyncrasies of minor
personalities, then we must fight shy of the novel which
will end by seeming as grotesque to us as the portrait
of an alderman to a Tibetan Lama.

When the bells justle in the tower
The hollow night amid,
Then on my tongue the taste is sour
Of all I ever did.1

Vanished symptoms of health: early rising, early shaving,
briskness in lavatory and bath, alacrity in crossing the
street, care for personal appearance, horror of possessions,
indifference to the newspaper, kindness to strangers,
Folie des Maures.

August 7th: the first autumn day. For once I have
lived in the present! Walked to the book-shop at closing
time. Raining. A girl tried to get into the shop but the
doors were bolted. Went out and followed her past
the Zwemmer Gallery and through the streets towards
St. Giles1, only to lose her by the Cambridge Theatre,
cursing the upbringing which has left me after all these
1 Stanza dreamt by Professor Housman.
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